On pains ta be faun J falfe and recrean t, 
Both to befend himfelfe,and taappreue 
Henry of HcrfordjLancafter^nd Darbv, 
To God,his Soueraigne,and to him diilo j all, 
Couragioufly,and with afreedefirc, 
Attending but the fignall to bedn . 

Mart. SoundTrumpets,andfctfoort!iCembatantsi 
•Stay, the King hath thrownc his warder downs. 

King . Let them lay by their Helmets, and their Spcares, 
And lx>th returne backcto their Chaires againc : 
Withdraw with vs,andlet thcTrumpcts found, 
While vvc returne thefe Dukes what we d ecrec. 
Draw necreand lift 

What with our.Counfell wehaue done. 

For that our kingdoipes cartli iliould notbe foyld 

With that deare blood which it hath foftered : 

And for our eyes do hate tlve dux afpeft 

Of ciuill wounds ploughdvp with neighbours fvvords 

And for we thinke the tagle- winged pride 

Of skie-afpiring and ambitious thoughts 

With riual-hating Enuie fet on you, 

To wake our peace, which inourCountries cradle 

Drawes the fweete infant breath of gentle flcepe, 

Which fo rouzd vp with boy fterous vntuncfc drummes, 

Withharfii refounding trumpets dreadfull bray, 

And grating fhock of vvrath&U yronarmes, 

Might from our quiet .confines fright fairePeacs, 

And make vs wade eucnin our kinreds blood ; 

Therefore vvt baniffi you our territories. 

You Coofin Hctford,vpon paine of life, 

TiU tvvice flue Summers haue enricht our field, 

Shall notregrefcte our fiiire dominions, 

Buttread f thVftran^rpdtiXcs of baniflhment. 

T>uL Your vviii^eidoii^^thisjtiuftmycom - 
That Sunne that v vermes you heere,flialhliine on me> 
And thofe his golden beajsnes vnto you heerclent, 
Shall poynt onms,and guild my banifliment. 
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Which I with fome vnwillingries pronounce, 
The flie flow hourcs fhall not determinate 
The datelefte limit of thy deare exile : 
The hopeleffe word of neuer to returne, 
Breath I againft thee,vpon paine of life. 

Mo «>. A heauie fentence,my moft fouerainc Liege, 
And ail vnlooktfbr from yout^Highnes mouth. 
A deare? meri c,not fo deepe a mayme, 
As co be caft 1 oorth in the common ayrc, 
Haue I defer ucdatyour Highnefie hands : 
The language I hawe learnd thefe fourty yeares, 
My natiue English now I "flvuft fbrgoe, 
And now my tongues vfeis to me no more 
Than an vnftringfed viollor a harpe, 
Or likca<unniHg inftaument cafdevp, 
Or being open 3 piitii^ohi$ hands 
That knowes ridtoudh to tune fchefeTfio<*\\ 
Within my mouth you haue ingayick my-tongue, 
Doubly per^ullift withmy teeth and lippes. 
And dull 1 vnfeeling barren ignoran ce 
Is nnde my~I&y4£fctb attende on-uic:; 
I am too old tcfftwftfe v|>6n ariiN urlb; 
Too larre in yeares to be a#opill ? n&w: 
What is thy feritencfc but fpcechleile death} 
Which robbes my tongue from breathing natiue breath? 

King. If btfotes theeinOt tp-fe cbitrpalsionate. 
After our temffitet $£fifa»k®&tt «Ad late] rryH MS 

To dwell in fokfi^iii£kite'<5f i^dtoWftigli^ 

King*: ;R«turneagaine,and tolteari oth Vvith thee, 
Lay on our rofyall S v vord^Vour bani/Jit hands. - 1 • * 
Svveareby thedutre ttlat y'ovve to God, sh ihr 

(Our part theriili w e l^li&ad^ 
To ittapltthwtft^ 

Youncuer &all, to helpe you truth a^d GoH, 
Embrace each others loue in baniihment, 
Norncucrlooke ypiMidachJotliersiace, 
Nor wuer vwiiie^egim^ajsib^dle^u I^i 



